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The guide proceeded always at the same speed, moving with case
as though he were out for a stroll. Perhaps he was.
The fourth and highest peak was barren, the, plaything of the
wind. The wind had the tasle of ihe snow of Us! winter and of all
the winters to come. The, peak seemed lo shiver.
"I lere is Spain," our guide said.
I looked down on Catalonia. It v\as a far spreading view. The Boa
was there, too. It-was like a laded map; grey, and in places hrown.
The sea was grey, too.
"You've kept your word," Alherl; said. "You've, brought us to
Spain."
I wanted to look hack on Trance, f somehow frit that if f could
remove that ridge that hid France 1 could see Nona in her red hat
taking Dodo for a walk and (,'ooky gambolling behind them. But,
rooted in the beginning of the world, the ridj'e remained immovable,
The descent into Spain was tiring. At dusk we got (o a charcoal-
burner's hut. The guide and I went in. The, charcoal-burner was
little larger than a dwarf. I le ga/ed at me sadly.
"You'll get caught, too," he said. "They all get caught. The other
day a Frenchman came here, f told him the, same. 1 le was caught
next day. You know Spain, do you?1' f said f knew Spain. "You
won't recognize it. It's the stale of the yittirJiti civil. Ono-llurcl
of the population wears uniform, one-1 bird is in prison, and the
remainder is starving abroad. We're starving, too," He showed
me his week's ration of bread. The bread was dark. The bread of
Chares was dainty compared to that: bread, lie said he would put: us
up for the night. Pierre and Albert: came in and spoke to mo in
French.
"What," said the charcoal-burner, "you're I Vouch? You treated
our refugees like dirt and now you send them back to franco to be
shot. Get out, all of you." I argued that they were Bc.lgians, but it
was of no avail. Belgium had handed Companys over to IVanco,
You couldn't argue with the dwarf. I lo offered to keep me- for the
night, but I refused. It was either all of us, or none of us. So it was
none of us. "I wish England victory every day," the dwarf called
after me.
The guide said he knew a farmstead higher up on the Spanish
side of the mountain. So we climbed again. Night came and the
guide lost his way. Rain came too, mountain rain with the taste
of icy streams and swaying trees. We spent the night in the open
with, the rain and the wind. The guide built a lire. It was hard
labour to keep that fire going. I sat too near to it and burnt my
trouser legs. In the middle of the night the guide woke up and